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"I have failed in my mission. If I was a perfect man I would have
compelled conviction by the force of unchallengeable Truth in me."
Then he added to show that he was not ungrateful, "My visit has been
well worth while for the lesson it has taught me." "Those wonderful
eyes," he repeated, as if to himself, later on, "how very frail and white
he looked. Our Tagore was equally impressive. In India we go in for the
things of the spirit and venerate our seers and poets but in this country,
if I may respectfully say so, you spend fortunes on education and show
contempt for the educated; you hide your goodness as if you are ashamed
of it and your great people too, they pretend that they are business men.
Am I right?"
The next time I met G.B.S. he said: "These Indians always make us
look small. I think if I had my birthplace to choose again, it would be
Ceylon. The people there seem to be the original from which all the rest
of us are only bad mass-produced copies."
G.B.S. has not a good voice on the telephone. He tends to shout and
to be on the defensive. He rang up and told me that he wouldn't be able
to come along because he daren't show himself. He was suffering from
Peripalperbal Ecchymosis. I told him to have a hot bath immediately
and then went to the medical dictionary to find the two simple words
which covered his ailment completely: black eye. He had fallen against
a tree and had received a blow which would not have hurt a boxer but
in his case it was a bit of a shock. I was relieved to find it was a retributive
tree and not H. G. Wells, his sparring partner. I had only to say H.G.,
and G.B.S. would spring into position at once; these two giants agreed
about nothing and the world accepted their bickering as it accepted
thunder and lightning. This is not at all unusual among the great and
successful. Keats tells us that Reynolds and Haydon were always report-
ing and recriminating and parting for ever but we think of them as in-
separable: 'men should bear with one another: there lives not the
Man who may not be cut up, aye, lashed to pieces on his weakest side.
The best of men have but a portion of good in them, a kind of spiritual
yeast in their frames, which creates the ferment of existence by which
a man is propelled to act and strive and buffet with Circumstance/
"Wells teaches everything and never learns anything. People who
begin with a thought that man can achieve anything that he sets his rnind
upon, invariably end with the delusion that man is worthless and will
never achieve anything. Those scientifically-minded people have no